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let their anger and fury take from them the sense of humanity, and
demonstrated that no beast is more savage than man when possessed
with power answerable to his rage.
Whilst these things were contriving, Cicero was with his brother
at his country-house near Tusculum; whence, hearing of the pro-
scriptions, they determined to pass to Astura, a villa of Cicero's near
the sea, and to take shipping from thence for Macedonia to Brutus,
of whose strength in that province news had already been heard.
They traveled together in their separate litters, overwhelmed with
sorrow; and often stopping on the way till their litters came to-
gether, condoled with one another. But Quintus was the more dis-
heartened when he reflected on his want of means for his journey;
for, as he said, he had brought nothing with him from home. And
even Cicero himself had but a slender provision. It was judged,
therefore, most expedient that Cicero should make what haste he could
to fly, and Quintus return home to provide necessaries, and thus
resolved, they mutually embraced, and parted with many tears.
Quintus, within a few days after, betrayed by his servants to those
who came to search for him, was slain, together with his young"
son. But Cicero was carried to Astura, where finding a vessel, he
immediately went on board her, and sailed as far as Circseum with a
prosperous gale; but when the pilots resolved immediately to set sail
from thence, whether fearing the sea, or not wholly distrusting the
faith of Caesar, he went on shore, and passed by land a hundred fur-
longs, as if he was going for Rome. But losing resolution and
changing his mind, he again returned to the sea, and there spent the
night in fearful and perplexed thoughts. Sometimes he resolved to
go into Caesar's house privately, and there kill himself upon the altar
of his household gods, to bring divine vengeance upon him; but the
fear of torture put him off this course. And after passing through
a variety of confused and uncertain counsels, at last he let his ser-
vants carry him by sea to Capitae, where he had a house, an agreeable
place to retire to in the heat of summer, when the Etesian winds are
so pleasant.
There was at that place a chapel of Apollo, not far from the sea-
side, from which a flight of crows rose with a great noise, and made
towards Cicero's vessel, as it rowed to land, and lighting on both
sides of the yard, some croaked, others pecked the ends of the ropes.
This was looked upon by all as an ill-omen; and, therefore, Cicero
went again ashore, and entering his house, lay down upon his bed to
compose himself to rest. Many of the crows settled about the win-
dow making- a dismal cawing; but one of them alighted up on the bed
where Cicero lay covered up, and with its bill by little and little
.pecked off the clothes from his face. His servants, seeing this,
Warned themselves that they shottld stay to be spectators of their